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“« Now,” continued the dying man, 
“Jisten to me while T have strength, 
You have ouly Known me as a mer- 
chant in Cuba; but such [have uot 
been always. Mire is an ancient and 
noble family in Catalonia; though I 
unhappily disgraced it, and have been 
Ih vt! @ thts 
fortune to have weak an? indalgent 
parents, who idolized meas the heir of 


estranged from it long 


their house, aud did vot possess reso 
lution cuough to thwart me in any of 
of my wislies o1 Cesire ‘, however un- 


rr isouable. A hoy hood beu y thus 
spoiled, His no nm uter of wonder that 
my youth should have prove Pwild 
and dissulute. My companious wer 
as dissipated as mysclf, and much of 
our time was spent in gambling at | 
other extravagances One evening at 
play Pquarrelied with a young noble. 
man of high rank and mflaence ; ow 

were both of us hot at d petsston ife, s 

we drew on the spot and fought, and 
Thad the misfortune to run him dead 
Not dartig to ve 


] Hed in disguise to Bar 


' 
nam longer at n 





] procured a passage tna vessel for 
the Span sh Main. Ou our voyage we 
were taken by bueccancers; and the 
roving amd veaturous mode of life « 
these bold 


both my inclinations and finances, | 


do dhaurtag mem surte 


agreed to make one of thetr namber 
For many months we were successful 
mm Our enterprizes; we Panged thie 
whole of thesc serssand made anamber 
of prizes, some of which were ri 
ships of out own colomes In course 


of time we amassed such ao quantity 


| ' ' 
specn stoarkhe Us bw: ve 
turciian one bott mp so we agreed 
to hide at hore, and divide tion 


Ver Ss 








return from our next expedition. But 
our good fortune forsook us this time. 
During a calm the boats of the 
Crnarda-costa came on us, ove rpower- 
ed the ship, and made all the crew, 
excent meself and two others, pri- 
We escaped with our boat 
md succeeded in gaining the island of 
Cuba, where both of my comrades 
died of their wounds. Subsequent 
events mduced me to settle at St. Juan 


de Duenavista, where T married, and 


soners, 5 


as a merchant prospered and became 
Butmy happiness lasted 
not! My wife ciught the yellow fe- 
ver and died, leaving me only this one 
child, Lnow loathed the scene of ary 
and felt all aly 
lonztnes of an exile to revisit my na- 
tive conutry. bor this purpose [eon- 


rich man. 


departed h IPpIness, 


verted all my elects into money 3 and 
anithus far on my way tothe hidden 
treasure, with which Lintended to re- 
turn to Spam. But the green hills of 


Catalonm with vever more el 


cladden 
my eves! My bopes and wishes were 
Holy father! 
vou know pot a parent's feelugs—its 
tixteties and tts fears! The thoughts 
of leaving my child to the merey of 


only for my poor girl. 


strangers, or, It may be, to their bar- 
barities, im this lawless counters, ts far 
more dreadful than the anguish of my 


personal sufferings Wath vou rests 


my ouly hop Promise me vour pro 
fection towards her,and the halt ofall 
my wealth is your's.” 

* Earthly tre isures, * 


priest, “availnot with one whose de 


re pine dsthe 


sires are fixed beyond the little hand 


ful of dust which perishetll—my life 
is devoted to the scrvice of ay Cre 
tlor mdthe converston of wv rat 
then, men who lave ver heard of 
his salvation, Olan ereuid of ane 

vi 
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came Ito this land; and ifthe heathen 
receive it, how much morea daughter 
of our most holy church? I, therefore, 
in behalf of our community, accept of 
your offer, and swear on this blessed 
eniblem to fulfil all your wishes to the 
best of my poor abilities” 

“ Enough, enough!” said Montaldo, 
“Tam satisfied! Among that archi- 
pelayo of desert islands, known by the 
name of the Roceas, situated on the 
coast of the province of Venezuela, in 
New Granada, there is one called the 
Wolf-rock ; itts the longest and most 
northern of the group, and hes the 
most toseaward. Atthe eastern port, 
which runs a little way ito the sea, 
there stands an old vanilla, bhasted 
and withered, and retaining but a sin- 
gle solitary branch, Ou the eve of 
the festival of St. Jago the moon will 
beat her full inthe west. At twenty 
minutes past midnight she wall attain 
to her highest altitude in the heavens, 
and then the shadow of the tree will 
be thrown due east. Wateh till the 
branch and stem unite and form only 
one tine of shade—mark its extremity 
—for there, ten feet below the surface, 
the cask contaimmy the gold ts buried. 
That gold, father, was sinfully got; 
burt fasts and penances have been done, 
masses without number have beeu 
said, and LT trast that the blessed Vir- 
gin has mterceded for the forgiveness 
of that great wiekedoess! LT have now 
fessed all, and confidein your pro- 
tise; and as you perform sour oath, 


so will the blessing or curse of a dy- 
man abide withyou. | feel faut, 
Oh! let me clasp my child 
to heart before I- x 

rest of the 


Mis 
dving 
once more 

lleve the 
cime tidistinet from the death-rattle 
Heaped off ny cot, and 
sprang on the hatchway, and ad my 
foot on the top of the companion-lad- 
der, When a piercing shrek from be- 
low making me quicken my steps, [ 
missed my hold, and fell on some per- 


m 
sentence be- 


tiles throat 


sou stationed on the outside of the ca- 
bin The without ut- 
tering a single word, rose and ascend 
ed the steps; but as he emerged into 


oor person, 


The Pwrate 


“ss 
s Treasure. 


the faint light which still lingered in 
the herizon, E fancied that I conid 
distinguish him tobe the Captam On 
my enterimyg, | fonnd the Spaniard 
dead, and his daughter lying ina state 
of iuseusibility by hisside; while the 
female slave was howling and tearing 
her hair hke one ia phrenzy. The 
priest was eutirely absorbed in his 
devotions ; so,without disturbing him, 
J lifted the lady and bore her into the 
state-room. ‘The greater part of the 
night was passed in trying to restore 
Fitafter tit followed 
each other in such quick succession 
that [ began toapprehend the result ; 
but at length the hysterical paroxysm 
ars coming to her ve 
somewhat composed, 
in charge of her at. 


her to seusation. 


subsided, ana te 
lief, she became 
when | left her 
tendant. 

The next day was spent in taking 
out the remainder of the 
cargo. There seemed now uo ansie- 
ty on the Captain's part Co proceed on 
lis voyage—he appeared to have for. 
got the necessity, expressed on a for. 
mer oceasion, of being in port within 
a limited tune. He was often in a 
state of inebrety; for the wine and 
spits of the Spaniards were lavishly 
served out to the whole ships com- 
pany, with whom he also mised more; 
and banished that haugbtiness of bear 
ing which had marked his couduct 
hitherto, 

In the evening the body of Don 
Diego was brought upon deck, where 
his crew, under the superutendence 


felocca’s 


of the priest, prepared ut for us eom- 
mitment to the deep. The corpse was, 
as is usual im such cases, wrapped up 
in the blankets and sheets m which tt 
had lain and a white napkin was ted 
over the face and head. lo its right 
hand, which was crossed over the 
breast, was placed a gold doubloon. 
Its left held a small Lag coutainmeg a 
book, a hammer, and a candle, while 
ou the bosom was laid the little cru- 
cilix worn by the deceased. It wae 
next enveloped ma hammock, w tha 
couple ot ¢ ig ht-poundd shots, aud a bag 
of ballast at the feet to sink it-—the 








in 


Mn 





hammock was then carefully and 
closely sewed ap, and the whole ope- 
ration finished by leaving the sail- 
needle thrust transversely through the 
noose. At midnight the vessel was 
hove-to, aud all the ship's company 
assembled at the lee-gangway. ‘The 
Spaniards aud negros bore each a 
burning torch ms his hand; the blaze 
of which, as they held them elevated 
above their heads, cast a strange aud 
fearful light through the deep dark 
ness, and dlumined the ocean far aud 
wide witha supernatural refulgency, 
Wheu all was ready, the priest, ac- 
companied by lsabella, came up from 
the cabin, and the Spaniards, iftiogfup 
the body, carried it forward to the 
waist, where one of the ship's grat- 
ing had becu put projecting over the 
side, and ou this the corpse was laid, 
with its feet to the water. Around 
this the torch-bearers formed a cir- 
cle, and the priest, standing at the 
head, began the fuaeral service for the 
dead at sea. ‘The wind had now sub- 
sided into a gentle breeze; and no- 
thing disturbed the profound silence 
ofthe crew ducing arass,save the slight 
splashing of the waves against the 
Windward side of the ship, and the 
deep drawn, couvolsive sobs of the 
young lady as she stood, enveloped in 
her mantilo, i the obscurity of the 
noin-rigging = Mass bewnyg concluded, 
the pemst: solemnly chaunted the fu 
neral anthem :—* May the angels con- 
duct thee into Paradise > may the mar- 
tirs receive thee at thy coming; and 
mayest thou have eternal rest) with 
Lazarus, who was formerly poor 
He then sprinkled the body with holy 
Water, and coutinved:—“ As it has 
pleased God to take the soul of our 
dear brother here departed unto lim- 
self, we, therefore, comant his body 
to the deep, 1m the sure aud cert TN 
hope of a joyful resurrection on that 
day when the sea shall give up its 
dead, Let bum rest peace! "The 
Spantirds pespondea © Amea! and 
oe \l iv bets sot I, 
aud the soul of ald the tarnthdal ce pratt. 


ed, through the mercy of God, rest tu 


tive 'D test hep ing, 
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peace—Amen !" made the sign of the 
cross; and the bow-chaser, which 
had been loaded and made ready for 
the occasion, firing, the end of the 
grating was gently elevated, aud the 
corpse heavily plunged into the wa- 
ter. The waves parted, heaving and 
foaming round the body as it disap. 
peared,—when to our horror and as. 
touishmeut we beheld it, the next mi- 
nule, slowly return to the surface, de 
privedof the canvass covering tuwh ch 
it had been sewed, The dead man 
came up as be had gone down, in an 
upright position, and Moated a Tittle 
time with his back to the vessel; but 
the motion of the water turned him 
round by degrees till we distinctly saw 
his face. The head was thrown back, 
and the eyes wide open; and ander 
the strong stream of light poured on 
them from the torches, they seemed to 
glace ghastly and fearfully upwards, 
His grey hairs, long and dishevelled, 
Hoated about his face, at times par. 
tially obscuring at; and one arm, 
stretched forth, and agitated by the ae. 
tion of the wascs, oppeared as ifin the 
act of threatenmg us. When the first 
burst of horroc had subsided, Peaught 
hold of Isabella to prevent her scemeg 
the bods, and was leading her off, 
when some of the men, lowerme theic 
torches from the main-chains, whits- 
pered that it was the murdered mon, 
old James Gemmell. The Captain 
had been hitherto looking ou with 
the rest without having apparently re- 
cogmzed him; but when the name 
struck his ear, he shrunk back and 
wvoluntarily exclatme dy “Its ahe— 
it's an mfamous le! Who dares to 
say he was murdered? tle went 
overboard two days ago? But don't 
let himcome ou board: for God's sake 
keep him down, or he'll take us all to 
the bottom. Will nobody keep him 
down @ Will wobody shove him off ? 
Helm a-lee ! he bawled out, waving 
to the stecrsman > but the man had 
deserted tus post, eager to see what 
Was vomng ou; be, therefore, ran to 
the wheel hitsell, and again isstied 


liscommands, “ Let go the mani-toy 








i , 


sail weather-braces, and bring round 
Let them co, I say His 


orders were speedily executed, The 


the yard 

vessel gathered way, and we jnickly 

shot past the body of the old man. 
Kor several days after this, we pur 


sned our course with a favourable 





wind, which drove ns swi forward 





ov our voyage. ‘The Captain now 
kept himself constantly mtoxicated, 
seldom made his appearance tu the 


eabin, but left us altogether to th 


care of the steward. AT] subordina- 
tion was now at an end—his whole 
time was spent among tl seamen, 
with whom he mixed famutiarh, and 


was addressed by them wihout the 





slight st portion ofthat res tor de- 
ference commonly paid to the ¢ un 

the vessel. Th appear anee ¢ thre 
men, also, was much altered, Prom 


nety, and the 
' 


the careless mirth and 


characteristic good-humour of sailors, 
there wasnow asullenness and gloom 
ouly visible. A coustant whi perina, 
a constant caballing, was coung on— 
to perpetual discussion, 2s sone 
cdesigu of moment was th agitation, or 

step of deep miportane s 
about to be taken. NTt sc it i 
co pence TOWAPUS Cacih Gblint Vore 
‘ hed l | eo \ J ’ 








Tre (SUC. 


l Recollections 
below ; but just ass! ip proached the 
compantion-way, one of the negroes, 
who now, inthe absence of all diser. 
pline,} sunged about the quarter-deck 
without rebuke, shut down the head, 
yd throwing himself on it, declared 
that none should make tim cise with- 
out the reward ofa kiss. 


of msolence was receiwed with an en- 


This prece 


couraging laugh by his tellows, and 
several slang expresstons of wit were 
uttered, which were loudly applaud- 
ed bs those around, Wiathouta word 
of remonustrance, Isabella timidly 
stooped, and would have atten pted 
getting down the ladder without dis 


turbing the slave; when barning 


Wilh midienation, PE scized the t | 
i tt eollar, mtehed tim bead 
f talone the ¢ k. To antostant 
he got ou his legs, and pulling a jong 
Clasp-kute out of his pocket, witha 


loud impreeation he made towards 


me. Aibthe other negroes lkewtse 


made a motion to assist him, and | 
' 


, 

ai hands, 
“i the mate mtcrtered, and Living 
h the marhuaespike, which Thad 
eanedht up to cde nad wunsell, 7 ished 
n k. ashe wh pere 1, « Are you 
" ' trouruterfere @ Forheaven’s 


Sike, Keep quiet, te L have no thos 











Its chimneys in the rear! 
And there's the 
That drew the thuucder 

And turned our table-beer ! 


rod so bigh, 
from the sky 


rou 


There I was birch’d ! there I was bred ! 
There like alitthe Adam fed 
From Learning’s woeful tree ! 
The weary tasks I used to con ‘- 
The hope less leaves | wept upou — 


Most fruitless ieaves to me 





’ ' fil | ’ 
The suminon'd class he awfui DOW 
I wonder Who now 
A 
And wholesome anguish sheas 


tha 


low manv ashers bow « mpl vs, 


maids tos the boys 


How mai 








Have nothing in their heads ! 
And Mrs.S * * * Does 
I « las the parl vet 
Some fa ira ee 
The little ¢ the h 7 
He; mult m i it dev r, 
Anu swill ber prize houea 


round! there’s the 





lite, 

Beneath w shade in summer’s prime 
Sow [ have read - 

Wao sits there now, and skims the 

cream 

Of young Romance, and weaves adream 
Ot Love and Cottage-bread ? 

Who struts the Randall of the walk? 

Who models tiny beads in chalk? 
Who seooy sthe light canoe ! 

What early Selius bids apace * 

Where’s Poynter Harris? Bowers 


Chase - 
biythe ¢ arew 





aAyiis 


Alack ! thev're ie— athousand ways 
Aud some are serving in ** the Greys,” 
\ { some have prerishe a me — 

Jack Harris weds his second wife 


Hal Baylis drives the waue of lite: 
And blithe ¢ 


ivew——15 


Grave Bowers teaches A B ¢ 
To savages at Owhyce ; 
Poor Chase is with the worms 
All, all are gone—the olden breed ! 
New ¢ j i tiitusieg int 5 eceed 
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At play where we have play’d ! 
Some bop, some run, some fall, some 
twine 
rheir crony arms ; some in the shine, 


Aud some are inthe shade ! 


Lo there what mixed conditions run ! 

Fue orphan lad—the widow's son— 
And l 

Phe wealthy born, for whom she hath 

Mac-Adamized the future path— 
Pie Nabub’s pamper’d heir! 


wtune’s favour’d care 





Some brightly starr’d—some evil born— 

Por honour sume, and some for scoro,— 
For fair or foul renown! 

Good, bad, inditf'rent—none may lack ! 

Look here's a White, and there’s a black ! 
Aud there's a Creole brown! 


Some laugh and sing, some mope and 
weep, 
And wish their frugal sires would keep 
Their only sons at home ;— 
Some tease the future tense, and plan 
lie full-grown doings of the man, 
And pant for years to come! 


A foolish wish ' There’s one at hoop: 
And four at fives! and five who stuop 
The marble taw to speed! 
Aud one that curvets in an out, 
Reiving his fellow Cob about,— 
Would I were in his steed ! 


Yet he would gladly halt and drop 

That bevish harness off, to swop 
With this world’s heavy van— 

To t O little foul ! 

Wiule thou canst be a horse at school 
lo wish to be a man! 


l, to tug. 


Perchance thoudeem’st it were a thing 
To wear a crown,—to be a hing! 
Aud sleep on regal down ! 
Alas! thou know’st not kingly cares ; 
Far happier is thy head that wears 
[hat hat without a crown ! 
And dost thou think that years acquire 
New added joys? Dost think thy sire 
More happy than his son ? 


That manhood’s mirth!—Oh, go thy 
ways 
To Drury-lane when —— plays, 


Aud see how torced our fun ! 


Thy taws are brave '—thy tops are rare 
) 


iv tops are spun with coals of care, 
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Our dumps are no delight?— 
The Elgin marbles are but tame, 
And ‘tis at best a sorry game 

To fly the Muse’s kite! 


Our hearts are dough,our heels are lead, 

Our topmost joys fall dulland dead 
Like balls with no rebound ! 

And often with a faded eye 

We look behind, and send a sigh 
Towards that merry ground ! 


Then be contented. Thou has got 
The most of heaven in thy young lot ; 
There’s sky-blue in thy cup! 
Thou'lt find thy Manhood all too fast— 
Soon come, soon gone! and Age at last 
A sorry breaking up! 
—_—_—— 
A DAY AT HURST CASTLE. 
Yet once more, azure ocean, aud once 
more, 
Ye lighted headlands, and thou stretch- 
ing shore, 
Down on the beauties of your scenes we 
cast 


A tender look ——— Bowles. 


A Fine day's lounge on the sea- 
shore is as high a treat as can be ima- 
gined for all young persons, to whom 
it iseither a novelty or an indulgence, 
some space removed out of theirevery- 
day reach. During my early years, | 
was in the latter predicament; the 
beach, which stretches from a point 
opposite to the west end of the Isle of 
Wight on to Dorsetshire, being at the 
distance of a few miles from my abode ; 
it was wdeed, easily within a ride; 
and, after I had entered my teens, 
come-at-able by me iw a walk, pro- 
vided that I put my best foot foremost, 
and stepped out stoutly ; but then this 
was vo proper prelude to the sort of 
enjoyment l have ceen speak tag of. 
Such a day as Imean, must begin with 
an uninterrupted morning, spent in 
idling beneath the suu—* One long 
summer’s Jay of indolence and mirth,” 
is the postulate of the gratification ;— 
to have nothing to do of more moment 
than to pelt the tenth wave, which is 
the largest, though some say the ninth, 
sone the seventh,— well, tt shall be 
allowable to bring that knotty port, 


and that only, under discussion ;—to 
ramble, as humour urges, along this 
selvidge of nature's web ;-—now labo. 
riously to plod your way in the loose 
shingle above, that rattles and rolls 
under your tread, as if you were on 
the roof of a house where the tiles are 
loose ;—now to pace, and be almost 
tempted to stamp,upon the white sand 
beneath, which feels unnaturally firm, 
and level, and silent, whenever you 
suddenly leave your noisy and unsteady 
footing on the gravelly rampart which 
borders it;—to revel hour after hour 
amidst the in-drawing breeze from the 
ocean, Which has, for both the sensa- 
tion and the imagination, something of 
elemental purity, aud of renovating 
freshuess init, that is soberly luxu- 
rious :—this, then, is the sort of sea- 
side enjoyment which is the perfection 
of that kind of delight; and with all 
appliances and means to taste it, | had 
it, when, as a stripling, | sometimes 
staid at a little village in the immedi- 
ate neighbourhood of HordleCliff. Let 
me now eudeavour to live over again, 
oue day at least, of that season of buoy- 
ant spirit and well turned uerves, aud 
of ravenous but easily-fed curiosity ; 
aud if I should, perchance, combine as 
the occurrences of one day what were 
belike those of divers, | will not in- 
teutionally stray from substantial aud 
tutriusic truth, however | may tread 
a little awry,where that which is mere- 
ly formal and non-essential, comes into 
the woof of my narrative. My wish 
is, to yo again in a day-dream upon 
oue of my old visits to Llurst Castle. 
The spot where it les is a little world’s 
eud of its own, terminating a weart- 
some and narrow spot of heaped-up 
gravel of morethan two mile in length; 
this only ruad-way to the castle basa 
limitless view to the maim ocean oa 
the mght band, while, on the left, the 
water touches it indeed when the tide 
is up; bal, as itebbs, a vast expanse 
of weedy ooze offers itself, spreading 
out towards the channel, which sepa- 
rates the Isle of Wight from Hamp- 
shure, 


Well then, Tam off for Llurst—a 








gloriously bright morning —my com> 
panions, two boys and a girl of my 
own age, with an elder sister of her's, 
ofauthority enough, from her farther 
advance towards womanhood, to keep 
us in check, without any suspicion ou 
our part of her wishing to thwart us— 








““It seems a day, 
I speak of one from many singled out, 
Oue of those heavenly days that cannot 


die, 
When forth I sallied.” 


A boat conveyed us from the ham- 
let of Keyhaven, down the winding 
outlet of a nameless stream,which was 
joined before we got to Hurst, by as 
mconsiderable a one, which has the 
better fortune of having a name, be- 
ing called the Start. We landed on 
the small barren peninsula,which fur- 
nishes a site fur the fortress, aad has 
an area bearing about as much propor- 
tion to the long contracted path,which 
fastens iton tothe mainland, as the 
crook of a bishop's crosier does to the 
taper shaft ; and, on the map of Hants, 
the ichnography of the whole bears uo 
unapt resemblance to the shape of that 
emblem of prelatical authority. We 
have landed on vo valuable territory ; 
it isa mere waste of brown pebbles, 
girdled with a belt of pale grey sand, 
The castle is a fortification of Harry 
the Eighth’s days, though it has been 
remodelled in our times, and since the 
date of my visits, by having the cen- 
tre turned into a martello tower. 

It is chiefly remarkable as having 
been atone time the place ofcaptivity 
of Charles the First—unluckily the 
alteration asade it necessary to demo- 
lish the room he was coufined in; so 
that now the call for local emotion is 
not so urgently made upon our sym- 
pathies., When I was there, however, 
the dark chamber was in being, aud 
though the shores of the beautiful isie 
were before the eves of the royal pri- 
soner, yet was he within such pre- 
cinets of actual barrenness and deso 
lation, that itiust have weighed heavy 
Ou as spirits. The rest of the habit- 
able world here may be summed up 
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in saying there is a public-house, two 
light-houses (one a recent erection,) 
and they auswer to the high one ou 
the down at the Needles, for the jaws 
of our channel are of nosafe approach 
—and there ts here an anomalous 
Structure or two besides, the relics, | 
believe, of an abandoned speculation 
in fish-curing. Whatthen is there for 
such highly applauded amusement ? 
some one may say. Never fear—let 
us work our way over the heaps of 
loosely-piled shingle,dowa to the “ tip 
of ocean,” and we shall find matters 
enough to hold us in some sort of oc. 
cupation. Now look seaward—is not 
this capacious bay worth gazing upon, 
with the Needle Rocks for our Pillars 
of Hercules at the home extremity, 
and having the far-off, but still daz- 
zling clitls of Portland, at the other 
horn ofthe crescent? Often on this 
coast have I seen those exquisite lines 
of Southey verified, oflen borne wit. 
ness that they are not extravagant— 
the marine picture has been as bright 
before my eyes as it was before those 
of Madoc— 


‘« There was not on that day, a speck to 
stain 

The azure heaven; the biessed sun 
alone, 

In unapproachable divinity, 

Careered, rejoicing in the fields of light. 

How beautiful, beueath the bright blue 


sky, 

The billows heave ! one glowing greea 
expanse, 

Save where along the bending line of 
shore 


Such hue is thrown, as when the pea- 
cock’s neck 

Assumes its proudest tint of amethyst, 

Embathed in emerald glory.” 


If itso happeus that the atmosphere 
does not favour you with all this—or 
if your fancy is oppressed by the ex. 
tent and indefiniteness of the whole 
survey, take some particular object— 
Jook, there is somethimug on the hori- 
zon—doubtless, a vessel; watch her 
approach with the spy glass, for that 
implement is to be found in every one’s 
hand, 








270 


“ A sail, a sail! a promised prize to 
hope— 
Her nation ? flag? 
scope 2?” 
Much and boyishly did ] use to mare 
vel when my eve, by means of the op- 
tic tube, caught view of such a far-oif 
object. Peep attentively—lo you not 
now distinctly discern that it is a ship, 
shapeless as i! is to the naked eve ? 
Well now, if you be not a plilosopher, 
or at least ingrained in nautical « Xpe- 
rience, you will wouder as | wsed to 
do—fordo you not see, ay, plainly see, 
that she is half immersed m the waves 
that heave and toss around her? Ler 
topmasts and sails are alone visible, 
and were she a mere raft, so little of 
her lower parts could scarcely be pre- 
sented to us; and yet she comes on 
as gallantly as if all were right 
so itis. Long was it, ere | could quite 
reconcile myself to this practical ex- 
emplification of the earth's rotundity; 
aud | used to think, with the selfcou- 
gratulating shudder of couscous safe- 
ty »such as comes over one at the warm 
fire-side, when sleety wind hisses and 
hurtles upon the window paves, that 
at allevents | would rather sail ina 
vessel which might appear on the sur- 
face of the water, as well as really de 
upouit, for so Twas gravely assured 
that very ship actually was, iu spite 
of all that persusded me to the con- 
trary. But we will let our new dis 
covered one arrive at leisure, and she 
will not appare utly use much wurry 
to overtake us. Meanwhile, what are 
those great black spots that come aud 
waves ? 


whatsays the tele- 


and 


pO aumong the “ Propoises, 
little master,” Guoth an old gunner 
from the Castle, who, im the dreary 
Jacny of Look companions in this half 
isolated place, was glad to tramp about 
with our little squadron. =“ Av,” said 
he, *fand | warrantme, they are after 
a fine shoal of mackarel.” 

This was information indeed; and 
many little, bright eyes kept sharp 
look oul—many too 


were the ques- 


tious upon the point which we put 
to our self-elected Cicerone, in be 
formal cut dack blue coat, edged with 





al Dayat TTurst Castle. 


yellow lace, and whose grey-haived 
pate was surmounted witha huowing 
cocked hat, for the glory of that species 
of head-gear had not then departed, 
as it now seems to have done, irreco- 
verably and for ever. We learnt 
from him, that the porpoises would 
drive in nearer with the state of the 
tide; and truly, by and by, they came 
so much into the bay, as that we could 
discern black 
backs, which rose and sunk as they 
rolled torward witha 
curve, as IL conjecture, bke that which 
the hump of a dromedary must de. 
scribe, when the animal is deliberate. 


there shining gvibbous 


much about 


loug swinging gal- 
studded the 
threes fora few 
moments, and then grovelled deeper. 


ly advancing io 
lop. 


waves by 


l these scCaleswine 


twos and 
Isigh tosay ut, butat has been sap- 
posed by naturalists, that these are the 
dolphins of the ancrents, w hich are al- 
Ways represcule dinan arched posture 
—ind bad enough it ts, 1f all our fine 
dreams about thea are to cad tu sur- 
Vveoying the swart chines of a shoal of 
And yet there are worse 
competitors, at least as far as vame 


porpolses. 


gors; for some men of science aver, 
that the bottle-nosed whale is the 
veritable classic dulphin. Powers ot 
tasteful association, what a blow is 
aimed at you, when we are tied down 
to think of Arion touching bis lyre, 
as be squatted on the dorsal fin of a 


bottle-nosed whale! While, however, 
we have been watching the unwieldy 
fish, the 
vessel has come better within view ; 


gambols of these ravenous 
and, as the chaunel is so narrow be- 
tween the tshind andus, she must give 
us more and more opportunity of ex- 
amoning her. She turns out to be a 
King’s ship, a small frigate—aud oh 
how steadily does she cut through the 
crowding surges—every moment lets 
Us sce something more of her —at first, 
an hour or two ago, she was a speck 
* the wavering 
then she assumed the appear 


ou the verge of low 


sky,” 
ance of a distant tower—the perspec- 


tive glass annihilated much of the in 


terspace, and we made ont het sul— 














slowly the Lull loomed into view—and 
now, minute after minute makes each 
part of her more clear and evident 
even to the naked eye—we see low 
stifily her sails are bent—we can count 
her port-holes on the hither side, and 
guess at her rate—we see her pen- 
dants audthe broad union—some dark 
moveable spots above and below be- 
tray that they are the tars who people 
her—and anon, as she passes under 
the walls, we may catch glimpses of 
the privileged denizens of the quar- 
ter-cleck, yea, perhaps, make out the 
commander bimsell, the diguified vice- 
roy of this moving island Passive ad 

miration, however, will not do for 
children, if a long stretch of it be re- 
quired-—we had pockets and baskets 
which were destined to carry home 
trophies and prools of our visit to 
flurst. Now, there were two lines of 
discovery which such searchers fos 
trifles as We youngsters were might 
profitably pursue. 
dry, and is upon the gravel, where all 
those things ave accumulated which 
the winter storms Hing up out of the 
reach of the ordinary tides, and which 
the blast can toss no farther ; for here 


One hes high aud 


the pebbles begin to be heaped into a 
series of natural ters ices, and the trea. 
sures we came hunting for le at the 
foot of vot quite the lowermost of 
these. They were vot exactly of the 
value of those which Clarence tells us 
“Lie scattered at the bottom of the 
sea 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of 
pearl, 
luestimable stones, uavalued jewels,”"— 
No, our’s were of that incidental value 
Which excites no envy,aad there were 
enough for all who thought it worth 
while to gleau them. First, then, we 
secured some of the boat-shaped can 
rae of the cuttle-fish, suowy white, 
and famous among school-boys for 
scraping into pouace ;—next offered 
themselves, little purse-like things, of 
Wiich, to this day, | know not whe. 
ther they be of the animal or ve geta 
ble kingdom; their substance is Irke 
vor. 


iN.—S. 5S 
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court sticking-plaster; they = are 
square, and bulging, and hollow, with 
a string at each corner; and if you 
open one, you will find nothing good, 
bad, or indifferent within it; they 
were a puzzle to me then, and J am 
content that they should remain so 
now ;—theu we gathered up balls of 
marine growth, exactly like the flow- 
ers of the guelder rose ; and no won- 
der we called them sea-foam, since 
Cowper, speaking of that shrub, says 
it throws up 


** __ into the gloom 
Of neighbouring cypress, or more sober 
yew, 
Its silver globes, light as the fuaming 
surf 
Which the wind severs from the broken 
wave.” 
(To be continued) 





LINES WRITTEN BY THE SEA-SIDE, 


Onr eveniug as the Sun went down, 
Gilding the mountains bare and brown, 
I wander'd on the shore ; 
And such a blaze o'er ocean spread, 
Aud beauty on the meek earth shed, 
l never saw betore. 


I was not lonely—dwellings fair 

Were scatter’d round and shining there; 
Gay groups were on the green, 

Of children, wild with tameless glee, 

Aud parents that could child-like be 
With them and iu that scene. 


And on the sea, that look'd of gold, 

Each toy-like skiff and vessel bold 
Glided, and yet seem’d still 5 

While sounds rose in the quiet air, 

That, mingling, made sweet music there, 
Surpassiig minsirel’s skill 

The breezy murmur from the shore— 

Joy's laugh re-echoed o'er and o'er 
Alike by sire and child ;— 

The whistle sbrill—the broken song— 

Pie far off thate-notes lingering long— 
Ihe lark's strain, rich and wild. 


{ looh’d—I listened—and the spell 
Of wasic and of beauty feil 
So radiant on my heart, 
That scarcely durst I real deem 
What yet l would not own a dream, 
Lest, dream-like, it depart ! 
,N 
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"Twas sunset in the world around— 
And looking inwards, so l found 

*Fwas sunset in the soul ; 
Nor grief, nor mirth, was burning there, 
But musings sweet aud visions fair 

In placid beauty stole. 


But moods like these, the human mind, 
Tho’ seeking oft, may seldom find, 
Nor, finding, force to stay— 
As dews upon the drooping flower, 
That having shone their little hour, 
Dry up—or fall away. 


But though all pleasures take their 
flight, 
Yet some will leave memorials bright, 
For many an after year ; 
This sunset, that dull night will shade— 
These visions, which must quickly fade, 
Will half-immortal memory braid 
For me, when far from here ! 


THE DEATH OF PRIENDS. 


Deatu is the tsranut of the imagi- 
nation. His reign is in solitude and 
darkness—in tombs and prisons—over 
werk hearts and scething brains. He 
lives, without shape or sound, a phan- 
tasm,—inaccessible to sight or touch, 
—a ghastly and terrible Apprehension, 

The fear of death is common to all. 
There never was a man of such hardi- 
hood of nerve, but he has, at one time 
or other, shrunk from peril Death 
is a certain evil, (if life be a good ;)— 
Philosophy may welcome it, and pas- 
sion may disregard its approaeh; but 
our instinct, which is always trne, 
first commands usto fear. It is not 
so much the pam of dying, nor even 
the array of death,(though the “ pom- 
pa mortis™ is sufficiently repelling ;)— 
butitisthat tremendous thought—that 
vast impenetrable gloom, without 
depth,or breadth,or bound—which no 
reason can compass and no intellect 
pry toto, that alarmsus. Our faucy is 
ripe with wonders, and it fills up the 
space between us and Eleaven. 

The few friends of my youth are 
dead-—save only one. She survives ; 


but IL am reminded often, when I am 
alone, that she may die—nay, that she 
must diesoon,aud leave me to younger 


spirits (there is but one that carés 
for me)—to hopes which are half dis. 
appointed,—to friends who have for- 
gotien the merry Gays we once passed 
together,—to feverish and guawing 
troubles,—and, last, to infirmity,—and 
old age—and death.——-It may be- 
guile me awhile from so sad a specu- 
lation, if E try to trace upon paper the 
recollection of friends who are gone. 
I may raise them, like phantasms, be 
fore me—like the ghosts who mocked 
the murderer of Duncan,—save that 
they sprang from the future, outstrip. 
ping the speed of ‘Time, — whereas 
mine are all from the past. 

Come forth, then, whatever ye are— 
shadows, or substances, or spirits,— 
sublimed or transmuted natures—Ye 
who have left your clay to wither, and 
are become the messengers of Heaven, 
an‘ tread the winds and the star-sown 
wilderness above us'—Come down, 
from your stately heights, and stand 
visible before me! Or if indeed you 
live in the grave, or haunt on purga- 
torial shores, pale tenants of the dim 
Hlysiam,—Arise, and be manifest !— 
Fam would I recall ye for a time, and 
pourtray ye—your “exits,” not your 
“entrances.” FT may relieve, perliaps, 
the sad tedium of a solitary hour, or 
solace a heart that suffers. ——I re- 
member, even asa grey-headed man 
remembers,clearly and more distinctly 
than the things of yesterday, that 
which happened long ago, [ remen- 
ber, when [ was about four years of 
age,—how | learned to spell, aud was 
sent daily in the servant's haud toa 
Nttle day-school, to fight my way 
(amulst a score of other urchins 
through the perils of the alphabet, [ 
had no ambition then,—no hatred, no 
uncharitableness. If these deewons 
have possessed me since, they must 
have been cast down upon me by the 
* malice of my stars." [Thad uo or- 
gans for such things :—yet mow I can 
hate almost as strongly as I love, and 
am as constant to my antipathies as to 
my affections. 

Well,—when my fifth was running 
into my sixth year, aud L was busied 
with parables and scripture listory 
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(the only food which nourished my in+ 
fant mind), I was much noticed by a 
young persou,—a female | was at 
tbat time living with an old relation 
iw H shire, and [ still preserve 
the recollection of Miss R——’s ten- 
der condescension towards me. She 
wasa pretty delicate girl, and very 
amiable; and [| became—(yes, it is 
true, for | remember the strong feel- 
ings of that time)—enamoured of her. 
My love bad the fire of passion, but 
not the clay which drags it down- 
wards; it partook of the inmocence of 
wy years while it etherealized me. 
Whether it was the divinity of beauty 
that stung me—or rather that lifted me 
above the darkness and immaturity of 
childhood, I kuow not; but my feel. 
ings were any thing but childish. By 
some strong wituition [ felt that there 
wasa difference (I know not what 

that called forth an extraordinary and 
unpetuous regard. 

She was the first object (xave my 
mother) that Lever attached myself 
to, | had better have loved a fower,— 
a weed, For, when | kuew ber she 
had the seeds of death within her. Con- 
sumption bad ‘* caught her ;" bis 
sickly hand was upon her, like the 
canker on the rose, and drew outa 
peritous unearthly bloom. The hues 
and vigour of life were flushing too 
quickly through ber cheek—( yet how 
pale she was at times !)—She wasted a 
month in an hour—a yearin a mouth ; 
aud at kast died in the stormy autumn 
lime, when the breath of summer had 
left her. 

The last time I ever saw her was 

as wellas IT cau recollect) in October 
of latein September, I was told that 
Miss R-—— was il],—was very ill—and 
that perhaps I might not see her again, 
Death f could not (of course) compre- 
heud; but Lunderstood perfectly what 
was a perpetual absence from my 
pretty friend. Whether I wept, or 
raved,—or how it was, I kuow not; 
but I was taken to visit ber. It was 
a cold day, and the red and brown 
leaves were plentiful on the trees; 
aud it was afteruoou when we arrived 





joy and sorrow. 
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at an old-fashioned country-house 
something better than a farm-house,) 
which stood at some distance from the 
high road. The sun was near his set- 
ting; but the whole of the wide west 
was illuminated, and threw crimson 
and scarlet colours on the windows, 
over which hung a cloud of vine stalks 
and changing leaves that dropped by 
scores ou every summons of the blast. 
There she sat,—in a parlour full of 
flowers (herself the fairest)—among 
China roses and glittering ice-plants, 
and myrtles which ve longer blos- 
somed, She was sitting (as | entered) 
m a large arm-chair covered with 
white,—like a faded Flora; and was 
looking at the sun; but she turned 
her bright and gentle looks on me, and 
the pink bloom dimpled on her cheek 
as she smiled aud bade me welcome. 
I have often thought of her since. I 
look on her, as it seems, even now— 
through what a waste of years !—I 
see her cheek, at first like a lily—just 
tinged, but afterwards deepening into 
the brightest red, from the agitation 
perhaps of meeting with visitors. The 
Howers that were around looked as 
fragile as herself,—summer compa- 
mous, But the wild Autumn was 
around her and them, and the Winter 
himself was coming. He came,—al- 
most before his time, cold and re- 
morseless,—and she shrank—and wi- 
thered—and died. The rose-blooms 
and the myrtles lived ona little longer; 
but the crimson beauty of her cheeks 
faded for ever. 

——The progress from infancy to 
boyhood is imperceptible. In that 
long dawo of the mind we take but 
little heed. ‘The years pass by us, ope 
by one, little distinguishable from each 
other. But when the intellectual sun 
of our life is risen,we take due note of 
Our days grow po- 
pulous with events; and though our 
nights bright trains of thought, run, 
illuminating the airy future, and daz- 
zling the days we live in. We have 
the unalloyed fruition of hope; and 
the best is that the reality ts still te 
COMI 
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I went to a public school when I 
was between twelve and thirtecn 
years of age, and L carried thither a 
modest eve and a bashful spirit. I 
was stored with tales and fictions. | 
had my share of Latin, had read some 
history, and a great many vovels; and 
thus equipped | took my seat ou the 
third form at ——. Among the other 
things which I carried to this place, I 
forgot to mention a grateful regard for 
an old relaiiton,—a sort of great uncle, 
who had always treated me with kind. 
ness. He used to place me upon his 
knee, in the winter evenings, and tell 
me stories of foreign countries,—of 
Eastern and Western India; of buf- 
faloes and serpents; of the crocodile 
and the tawny lion, and how he bound- 
ed through the jungles; and what the 
elephant with his almost human fa- 
culty could €o; and how the shark 
would follow ships by a strange in- 
stinet ; aud how the whale could spout 
out his cataracts of water ;—and a 
Rundeed other marvels which L listen 
ed to witha greedy car. He never 
failed, either in tus kindness or his sto- 
ries,—at least towards me. He was 
a weather-beaten man, could sheot, 
aud huut, and in his youth had don- 
bied the Cape, and traversed the In- 
dian Ovean.—But he was doomed to 
die. 

He had been il wien | last saw 
him, in the Christmas holidays: yet I 
little thought that the grave was so 
near him, | was summoned home, one 
day, to weep and wear mourning ; 
and 1] went to the house of his widow, 
Oh what a vi- 
sit was that! It haunted me for years. 

The servant sait that he— what 
‘he 7 was ithe dust @)—that he /ay 
iu the front drawing-room. | shud. 
dered and stopped; bat [was assured 
that he looked just as though he was 
asleep. Let no one believe such 
things. ‘There is nothing so unlike 
sleep as death. Ttis a poet's lie. The 
one is a Eracious repose,—a vital 


where be lay—dead. 


calm:—the other ts a horrid solemni- 
ty,--no more Ihe sleep than a mask 


of plaster; sti, rignd, white —byoud 





the whiteness of shrouds or the pale- 
ness ofstone. All parallels fail. We 
strain at comparisons tn vain, 

I went up to see my old friend, 
‘There was great silence all about, and 
the stone steps of the staircase sent out 
unusual echoes, ‘The door was open- 
ed,—slow ly, as though we should dis. 
turb the corpse. ‘The windows were 
closed, and there were long wax can- 
dles burning at the head and at the 
feet; and over all a white sheet was 
carefully thrown. ‘Tae length—the 
prodigious length that the body seem. 
ed to occupy, at once startled me, and 
lrevoiled. But the servant proceeded, 
and uncovered the head of the coffin. 
After an effort | looked—Ah ! would 
to God that Lhbad never looked, There 
he lay, bike astone. lis month was 
bound up, aud his evelids had been 
pressed down, and his nose was pinch. 
ed as though by famine. The white 
death was upou hin—the rioter, the 
ruler of graves. And my old friend 
was swathed in fine linen, and pure 
crape was cotaod crimped about him, 
—as though tosave him fromthe worm 
and the sapping earth. “Twas poor 
mockery of lis humble state ;-—-and yet 
perhaps it was meant kindly.—Three 
davs after this he was borne away in 
a hearse, aud [let out my grief in tears, 

——I scarcely know how it ts, but 
the deaths of children seem to me al- 
ways less premature that those of el- 
der persons. Not that they are i fact 
so; but is because they themselves 
have little or uo relation to maturity. 
Late seems a race which they have yet 
to ron entirely. They have made no 
: They are 
born,—nothig further. But it seems 
hard when amon bas totled high up 
the steep hill of knowledge, that he 


progress towards the goal. 
£ 


should be cast, ike Sisyphus, down- 
that he who bas 
worn the day aud wasted the nrghtin 
eathering the gold of science, should 
be—-with all his wealthof learning,all 
his accumulations—made bankrupt at 
once, What becomes of all the riches 
of the soul, 


wards tna moment: 


the piles and pyramids 
of precious thoughts which men heap 
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Shakspeare’s 
learning 2— 


tozether?— Where is 
imagination, — Bacon's 
Where is the sweet fancy of Sidney, 
—the airy spirit of Fletcher,—and 
Milton's thought severe 2—Methinks 
such things should not die and disst- 
pate,when a hare can live for centuries, 
anda brick of Egypt will last: three 
thousand vears '—! am content to be- 
lieve that the mind of man survives 
somewhere or other) his clay. 

I was once present at the death 
of a little child. [| will not pain the 
reader by pourtraying is agontes ; 
bat when its breath was goue—its 
life— 


su oke 


nothing more than acloud of 

it lay hike a waxeu mage 
before me, | tarved my its 
moaning mother, and sighed out my 


eyes to 


few words of comfort. But Tam a 
beggar in grief. Lean feel, and sigh, 
and look kmdly,—I think ; but I 


have nothing to ewe. My tongue de- 
IL know the iautility of too 
soon comforting. Tkuow that J should 
weep, Were I the lose vz and I let the 
tears have thew way. Sometimes, a 
word or two lL can muster : ‘“Sighuo 
more !"—aud “ Dear lady, not 
grieve ?”—but further, Lam mute and 
useless, 

To pass from this, to a scene of a 
darker colour, Tt was in W—shire 
that L heard a medical friend tell of a 
death-bed which he had witnessed. 
This} did and it not 
therefore perhaps strictly come under 


serts mie 


do 


not see, does 
the title of this paper: the more espe- 
cially as the sutferer was almost un- 
known to me: but let the reader ex. 


cuse it ‘The man whom | refer to 
wasarich farmer. [le was the father 
of two natural children (females), 


whom he mace do all the drudgery of 
his house. He was a hard landlord, 
a bad master, a libertine 
miser, a dronkard, a fighter at fairs 
and markets ; and over his children 
he used a tyranny which neither tears 
nor labour could mitigate. But he was 
stopped in his headlong course. A 
fierce pain came upon him: a fire 


though a 


raged im his vitals. His strong limbs, 
Which uo wrestler could twist, and no 


of Friends. 


antagonist Jay prostrate, shrank be- 
fore aw unseen foe. Fever encom- 
passed him, and delirium ; and in bis 
frightful dreams he called aloud—he 
shrieked—he wept like a child. He 
prayed for help—for ease, for a little 
respite. [twas all in vain.—My friend 
attended this man, and, though used 
to scenes of death, this terrified even 
him. He said that the raving of the 
sufferer was beyond belief,—it was 
the noise of a great animal, not of man, 
His eye glared, and he swore perpe- 
tually, and said that Satan was in wait 
for lim, and pointed towards a core 
rer of the chamber. When he made 
an effort, it was like the struggle of a 
tiger. And then he would listen, and 
ery that he heard the dull roll of drums, 
and the stamp of a war-horse, and the 
sounds of trumpets—calling—calling 5 
and he answered and shrieked that 
“he was coming.”"—And he came ! 
....“ Parce, precor, precor !" 

Most of my own friends have died 
calmnly. One wasted away for months 
and months; and though death came 
slowly, he came too soon. I was told 
that Mr, —— ** wished tolive.” On 
the very day on which he died he 
tried to battle with the great king, 
to stand up against the coldness and 
faintness which seized upon him. But 
he died, notwithstanding, and though 
quietly, reluctantly. Another friend 
(a female) died easily and in old age, 
surviving her faculties. A third met 
death smiling. A fourth was buried 
in Italian earth amoug flowers and 
odorous herbs. A _ filth—the nearest 
of all—died gradually,and his children 
came about him and weresad ; but he 
was resigned to all fortunes, for he be- 
lieved in a long ‘** hereafter !” 

There is something inexpressibly 
touching inan anecdote which I have 
heard of a foreign artist He was an 
American, and had come hither (he 
and his young wife) to paint for fame 
and—a subsistence. They were strang- 
ers in England; they had to fight 
against prejudice and poverty; but 
their affection for each other solaced 
them under every privation, every 
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frown of Fortune. They could think, 
at least, “all the way over’ the great 
Atlantic ; and their fancy (little che- 
rished here) had leisure to be busy 
among the friends and scenes which 
they had Jeft behind. A gentleman, 
who had not seen them forsome time, 
went one day to the artist's painting- 
room, and observing him pale and 
worn, inquired about his health, and 
afterwards regarding his wife. He an- 
swered, only, “ She hus left me ;”’ and 
proceeded in a hurried way with his 
work. She was dead!—aind he was 
left aloue to toil,and get money, and 
mourn. The heart in which he had 
hoarded all his secrets, all his hopes, 
was cold ; and Fame itself was but a 
shadow !—And so it is, that all we love 
mast wither,—that we ourselves must 
wither aud die away, "Tis a trite say- 
ing: yet a wholesome moral belongs 
to it. The thread of our bife is spun : 
it is twisted firmly, and looks as it 
would last forever. All colours are 
there,—the gaudy yellow and the san- 
guine red, and black—dark as death ; 
et is it cut in twain by the shears of 
‘ate almost before we discern the pe- 
rib 
All that has been, ana is, and is to 
come, must die, and the grave will 
sess all. Already the temple of 
Death is stored with enormous trea. 
sures: but it shall be filled, till ifs 
sides shall crack and moulder, and its 
gaunt king “ Death, the skeleton,” 
shall wither, like bis prey. Ob! if 
the dead may speak, by what rich 
swises is that solemn temple haunted! 
What a countless throng of shapes is 
there,— kings and pvets, philosophers 
and soldiers! What a cataloguemight 
not be reckoned,—‘rom the founder 
of the tower of Belus, to the Persian 
whe encamped in the Babvlonian 
equaresy—to Alexander, and Socrates, 
and Ptato,—to Casar,—to Alfred! 


Fair names, too, might be strong apou 
the list, like pearls or glancing dia- 
monds,—cereatures who were once the 
grace and beauty of the earth, queens 
and gentle women,—Antigone and 
Sepphe,—Cormoua aud the mother of 
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the Gracchi,—Portia and Agrippine. 
And the story might be ended with 
him, who died an exile on his sea-sur- 
rounded rock, the first emperor of 
Frauce, the king and conqueror of 
Italy, the Corsican, soldier, Napoleon, 

——I will here take leave of this 
melancholy subject. | have tonched 
npon iin adesultory way : but it is 
difficult toreduce our sorrows to sys- 
tem, or to array such recollections as 
these iv the best order. For my own 
part, } have been content to relate 
them just as they occurred to me : let 
the reader submit, fer once, to be as 
easy satisfied as I was. 





MEMOIR OF MR. BOW DICH, THE AFRI. 
CAN TRAVELLER, 


Mr. Bowdich was born in Junes 
1793, at Bristel, where his father was 
a considerable manufacturer. Ata 
very early age he was sent to the 
grammar-school of that city, and soon 
gave the strongest indications of those 
talents which distinguished him in 
futare life. He wasafterwards placed 
at a schoo] at Corsham, in Wiltshire, 
of high classical reputation ; and sub. 
sequently, for a short time, was al- 
tached to one of the Halls in Oxford, 
although, it is beheved, he was never 
regularly matriculated. 

At anearly age Mr. Bowdich form- 
ed a matrimonial connexion which 
proved his pride and solace im all the 
vicissitudes of his chequered life 5 aud 
for some years be remained resident 
in Bristol, participating in bis father's 
business. 

A variety of circumstances, how- 
ever, aud especially a distaste for trade, 
induced him to seek a more congenial 
pursuit ; and a near relative filling at 
that time an important situation on 
the Gold Coast, Mr. Bowdicl: soli 
cited, aud obtained an appoimtment a® 
writer in the service of the Alrican 
Company. 

He arrived at Cape Coast Castle in 
the year 1816, and was shortly after- 
terwards joined by his wife, the cheer- 
ful participator of all los dangers, and 





the efficient assistant in his scientific 
labours, It being determined tosend 
an embassy to the interior kingdom of 
Ashantee, a service in which few were 
willing to embark, Mr. Bowdich 
promptly sought permission to lead or 
accompany it; but the circumstance 
of his being a husband and a father 
was felt to preseut a reason for refus- 
ing his request, till at length the ur- 
gency of hissolicitation and the recol- 
lection of bis talents prevailed, and he 
was appointed to the perilous enter- 
prise. The mission was successful m 
all its objects; and Mr. Bowdich for- 
tunately achieved the distinction of 
being amongst the many who had de- 
voted themselves to the fearful object 
of exploring the interior of Africa, the 
only one whose labours were crown- 
ed with complete success. Never, 
perhaps, were prudence aud intrepi- 
dily more required, or more striking- 
ly exlibued, than inthe progress of 
this mission. In illustration of the 
latter quality, we quote a passage from 
adespatch written by Mr. Bowdich, 
at a moment when the fate of hiunself 
aud his companions was suspended by 
athread of the most fragile texture : — 

“ But, Geutlemen, if ia your better 
knowledge and refivetion, you cannot 
cousistentiy with your honour aud 
your trust meet the King’s demaud, 
the history of our country has forti- 
tied our anads with the Hlustrious ex- 
ample of a Vansittart and his col- 
leagues, who were situated as we are, 
when the dawn of Beitish intercourse 
in Tndia was scarcely more advanced 
than its dawn in Africa is now, and 
their last request to their Council is 
our preseut to you—Do 
Hot put our lives mn competition with 


conclusion 


the Lonour and iuterest of our coun 
try.” 

Returning to Eugland to communi- 
cate the wleresting and valuable de 
tals, Which eveu the immiment perils 
of his situation had not diverted him 
from collecting, and to solwit) the 
nicaus Of snore extensive and efticient 
research, Mr. Bowaich was greeted by 
allwho were ciment im science of 


luttermig t 


blabiou wath the 


terst 
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monials of the value of his discoveries 
and acknowledgements of the merits 
of his personal exertions, 

Ever enthusiastic in the cause of 
scicnee, he derived an additional sti- 
mulus from the applauses which were 
thus bestowed, and thenceforwant 
had no object but to be allowed the 
means and opportunity of devoting his 
attainments and intrepidity to further 
researches iu the interesting field he 
had already in part explored. 

Mr. Bowdich repaired to Paris, with 
a view of perfecting his knowledge of 
some of the physical sciences, by the 
means with which that city abounds. 
[lis reception here was as generous as 
flattering. Humboldt, Cuvier, Biot, 
Denon—in short, all the savans be- 
stowed on him the most distinguished 
attention ; a pubhe éloge was pro- 
nounced on him at a meeting of the 
Four Academies of the Tustitute, and 
an advantageous appointment offered 
by the French Government. Too 
much an Knglishmen, however, to ac- 
cept this offer, Mr. Bowdich conti- 
nued in Paris a considerable time, en- 
deavouring to obtain, by his own in- 
dustry, the means of pursuing the ob- 
ject of his foud ambition; and baying 
at length effected the necessary ar- 
rangements, he took his departure 
from Europe, accompanied by his 
wife and two children, hoping by 
further achievements io the field of 
science, to establish a stronger claim 
upon society at large. 

The first intelligence received of 
Mr. Bowdich is, that he has died a 
mariyrin the cause to which he had 
dedicated himself, leaving an aceoin- 
plished and amiable widow with three 
children totally unprovided for. Ouc 
limits will not allow us to de justice 
to Mr. Bowdich’s taleats and acquire- 
meuts: they were, however, of a very 
high order. Ile was a profound clas- 
sic and lmguist, au excellent mathe 
matician, well versed in most of the 
physical sciences, in ancient and mo- 
dern listory, and in polite literature. 

Mr. Bowdich was a member of 
oveny of the learned societies of thas 


counters and the contiment; and, be 
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sides the very interesting Account of 
his Mission to Ashantee, was the au- 
thor of several scientific works. In 
the death of such an individual, com- 
bining, as he did, so many valuable 
qualifications for a traveller, the cause 
of science has sustained a loss not 
easily to be repaired. 


—_———_—— 
THE SKYLARK, 


When day’s bright banoer, first un- 
furl'd, 

From darkuess frees the shrouded world, 

The Skylark, singing as he svars, 

On the fresh air his carol pours. 

But though to heav'n he wings his flight, 

As if he lov’d those realms of light, 

He still returns with weary Wing 

On earth to end his wandering. 


Aspiring bird! in thee I find 

Av emblem of the youthful mind, 
Whose earliest voice, like thine is giv'n 
To notes of joy that mount to heav’n 
But, fetter’d by the toils of life, 

In sordid cares, iv bitter strife— 

It feels its voble efforts vain, 

And sadly sinks to earth again 


> 


—_—_——_ 
VARIETIES. 


Literary Curiosity. —One of the pas- 
sengers just arrived in the Lord Cas- 
tlereagh East-[ndiaman has brought 
with him a translation of the New 
Testament in the Chinese language, 
written or engraved on slips of a leaf 
of a plant or tree, strung together. 


Singular Custom in India,—A lady, 
who has lately published A Tour 
through the Upper Provinces of Hin- 
doostan, witnessed the following oc- 
currence at Meerat :—“ A number of 
young Hindoo girls, apparently about 
the age of six or seven years, most 
gaily dressed with scarlet muslin veils, 
&c. assembled round a pound. They 
were accompanied by a crowd of mid- 
dle-aged woman, whom | concluded 
to be their mothers, followed by anum- 
ber of boys. On a signal from the 
women, these girls threw (‘each of 


them; something iuto the wate: 


when the boys instantly plunged w, 
with sticks in their bands, and began 
battering most furiously what I now 
discovered to be dolls grotesquely 
dressed for the occasion. The girls it 
appeared, upon inquiry, being now of 
an age to be betrothed, the present 
ceremony devoted that they volun- 
tarily threw away childish things, ex- 
emplifying that saying of St. Paul's 
“When | was aman, L put away 
childish things,” &c. As it was con- 
sidered an ill omen if the doll did not 
iunmediately sink, the greatest anxiety 
was manifest in the countenance of 
each iuterested spectator ; the boys 
in the mean time continued to splash 
and halloo as long as any remained 
above water; after which, making 
their salaams to the pond, they all 
quietly retired.” 


Lady Esther Stanhope.—Vhis lady, 
either by her beauty or her skill, bas 
made herself cloef of a tribe of Arabs, 
in the deserts of Syria, over whom 
she reigns wih absolute power. Ac- 
counts have lately beeu received of this 
extraordinary woman, whose family, 
rich and powerful, have vainly endea- 
voured to entice her back to Europe. 
Captains Irby and Mangles wer 
charged to carry her some bovks anid 
letters, and with this imtention re 
paired from Jaffa, whicis is in the me 
terior, to the place of her residence, 
the old monastry, Mar Klas Alza, 
situated a league and a half fromZaute. 
There thev heard that this soverergn 
was gone to Jeba, in the middle of the 
mountains. Phe two Englishmen 
sent her the letters aud books with 
which they were charged, at the sam 
time requesting lo pay thei respects 
to her personally; but she replied 
that she had laid mdown asa lawn 
ver tosnffer au Laglistman to 
proach her. ‘The two ( iplains wer 
informed that Lady Sts thope was ge 
nerally dressed like a ‘Turk ; that the 
people adored her, and were never 
satiated with talking of her beauty 
aud magnaniunity, 


